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‘F©R OI.D sake’s sake.’ 

* I’or old sake's sake I' ' Txoere hard to cAtwte- 

I V 'tfrds_fitterfor an old-world A/use 

‘/'kart these, that in their cadence firing’ 
I-'aint fragrance of the pory-ring, 
nd charms that rustic loi-crs use. 

Life's journey lengthens, and toe lose 
The first pale fiush, the rmtrning hues,—- 
Ahf first the back-look, lingering, 

Ft»r old sake't sake / 

'I'hat zee retain. Though Time refuse 
To lift the veil on forward views. 

Despot in most, he ts not ICing 
those kind memories that cling 
Around his travelled avenues 

T'or old sake’ r sake t 




PREFATORY NOTE. 

Cihicerning^ the \ight pieces here reprinted from 

OltUWorld Idylls and “ At the Sign of the 

Lyre/’ it is only necessary to say that they have 

been chosen because^ being laid in the last Cefi- 

tury, they appeared to present a congenial field 

for the artistic ingenuity of Mr. Hugh Thomson^ 

who, notwithstanding the pressure of other duties, 

« 

has illustrated them with an ability which I can 
only admire, attd a personal enthusiasm for tvhich 
I ca^ scarcely be sufficiently grateful. 

Austin Dobson. 

September, 1892. 
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THE BAI-LAD OK BEAU BROCADE. 






THK BALUAI> 0^ BEAU BROCAUK 










I. 



EVENTEEN hundred and thirty ninc : 
That was the date of this tale of mine. 


First great Georgk was buried andjgone; 
George the Second was plodding on. 


Lx>ndon then, as the “ Guides ” aver. 
Shared its glories with H'rstmimter; 


B 



Tlu Ballad of "Bmu Brocade. 


And people of rank, to correct tiieir ** tqpe,*' 
Went out of town to Maryhone, 

'Fhoiic were the clays of iHe War with S^in^ 
PoKio-BKf.LO would soon Ihj ta’en ; 

Whiti*hm I) preac'hed to the colliers gHm, 
IJishoj)s m lawn slecses preac'hed at him; 

W \T POLi talked of ‘‘ a man and his price ”; 
Nobody’s virtue was over-nic'e:- - 

'J'hose, in fine, were the brave days when 
< 'oaehes were stopfwd by . . . Highwaymen ! 

And of all the knights of the gentle trade 
NolK>dy bolder than *‘Beau Brocade.” 

* 

'i'his they knew on the w*hoie way down ; 

Best,—maybe,—at the “ Oah and CrawnJ* 








TJke Ballad of Beau Brocadel* 


3 


(For tiniorou^ cits on their pilgrimage 
Would “club'* for a **<luard ” to ride the 6tagc ; 

And the Chiard that rode on more than one 
Waf» the Host of this hoslcVs *i‘.ter s son.) 





Opi^n we her^ on a March-day fine, 

4 

Under the oak with the hanging sign. 

’Th^re vras Barber I >ick. with hts basin by; 
C^obhler Joe with the patch on his eye; 



4 


The Ballad of "Beau Brocade" 


Portly product of Beef and Beer, 
John the host, he was standing near. 


Straining and creaking, with wheels awry, 
1 vunibenng came "the “ Plymouth Fly **; — 



Lumbering up from Sogshot Heathy 

« 

Gpard in the basket armed to the teeth; 


Passengers heavily armed inside; 

Not the less surely the coach had been tried! 






The BaUadof Beau Brocade"^ 


5 


Tried!—but a couple of miles away, 

By a well-dressed man !—in the open day! 

Tried successfully, never a doubt,— 

Ppi’kets of passqpgers all turned out I 

Cloak-bags rifled, and cushions ripped,-- 
Even an EnsignS wallet stripped ! 

Even a Methodist hosiers \i ife 
Offered the choice of her Money or Life ! 

Highwa) man\ manners no less polite, 

Hoped that their coppers (returned) uere right;— 

Sqn-y to ffnd the company poor, 

Hc^ed next time they’d travel with more, 

Plucked them all at his case, in short. -» 

Such was the '^Plymouth Pifs ** rejiort. 



6 The Ballad of ^*Beau Brocade.** 

Sympath) ’ horror ’ and wonderment ’ 

“ (*atrh the Villain ’ ” (But Noliody went) 



Hosier’s wife led into the Bar; 

(That’s where the best strong waters are 












The Ballad of *'Beau Broeade.” 7 

FoUcwed the tale of the hundred and-one 
Hungs that Somebody ought to ha\e dont 

Ensign (of Bkagc/s) nUlde a tembk clangour 
But for the had dra^n his hangei ' 

Robber, of course, Mas ‘ Hiy^u Brocadi 
Out*sJJokc* l^oiiv the ('‘hamhemii'iid 

Devonshire Doi i plump and red, 

Sfkike from the galler) o\erhead 

Spoke It out bold)), staring hard 
“V^y did p^t you shoot thi n, (ii orc r the (lU ud ? ** 

Spoke it out»bolder, seeing him mute 
“ GborgSt the Guard, why did n’t you shoot^ ” 


PorUy John grew pole and red, 

0aRN was afraid of her, people said ,) 



8 The Ballad of Beau Brocaded 


Gasped that “ Dolly was surely cracked,” * 
(John was afraid of her—that *s a fact!) 

Georgl the Guard grew i^jd and pale, 

Slowly finished his quart of ale:— 

“ Shoot ? Wiy—Rabbit him I —did n^t h§ shoot ? 
Muttered—“ The Baggage was far too *cute !’* 

t 

“ Shoot ? ^^'hy he'd flashed the pan in his eye! ” 
Muttered—“ She VI pay for it by and by! ” 

Further than this made no reply. 

Nor could a further reply be made, 

For Georok %vas in ha^te uM “ BEAff BrocAde” 

Aftd John the Host, in his wakefullest states 
Was not—on the whole—immaculate. 

But noliody’s virtue was over-nice 

W’hcn WAI.POLE talked of man and hts price ^; 

















Tke Battadof Beau Brocade'" 
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Add wherever Punty ibund abode, 
*Twas cer^nly not on a pobting road 



"Forty ” followed to “ Thirty nine ’ ^ 

Glonoui days of the Ilanoier hiit ’ 

Pnnees were born, and drums wore banged 
Now and then batches of Highwaymen hanged 

Glorious news —^from the Spamsh Mam, 


FoRTo-BEtLD at last was ta’en 


lo The Ballad of '^Beau Brocade'^ 

“ (Morious news for the liquoi^trade*; 
Nobody dreamed of “ Bhau Brocade.” 

People were thinkinff of Spanish Crowns; 
Motify was < oming from seaport towns ’ 

K 

Nobody dreamed of “Bfau Brocade,” 
(Onl> Doin the ('hambirmaid') 

Blessings on Vi rnon ' l‘ill up the cans : 
Money was coming in ” and ^^Vans.^ 

Possil)l>, John the Host had heard; 

Also, ctrtainlv, («eorc.e the (iuavd. 

And Dom.y had possibly tidlngtis too, 

I 

That made her rise from her bed anew, 

Plump as ever, but stem of eye, 

With a fixed intention to warn the 



Hi 





The Ballad of ** Bean Brocade, ** ii 

Lingering only at John h\% door* 

Just to make sure of a jerky snort' * 



ny i/if ^my fitfrfl 


t 


, Saddling the gray mare, Dumphng Sta*, 
Fetching the pistol out of the bar, 



The Ballad ofBeau BrocadeT 

(The old horse-pistol that, they say, 

('arne from the hattlc of Malplaqnet;) 

t 

f r 

l^oading with powder that maids would use, 

Kven in “ Forty,to clear the flues; 

< 

And a coui)le of silver buttons, the Scfaire 
Clave her, away in Devonshire. 

'J'hese she wadded—for want of better— 

With the 15—sn— 1 » of I..— nd—n’s “ Pastoral 
1 .etter ” ; 

Looked to the flint, and hung the w'hole, 
Ready to use, at her pocket-hole. • 

' Thus equipped and accoutredjp* Dolly 
C]!lnttored away to ^^Exciseman's Folly ";— 

Such was the name of a ruined abode, 

Just on the edge of the London road. 



The Bajlad of Beau Brocade.'^ 13 

Th(jnce she thought she might safely try, 

As soon as she saw it, to warn the 



But, as chance fell out, her rein she drew', 
As the Beau came cantering into the view. 



14 The Ballad of “ Beau Brocade, *■ 


Hy the light of the moon she C<!mid see him/lrest 
In his famous gold-sprigged tambour vest; 



And under his silver-gray surtout, 
'J’he laced, historical coat of blue, 



The Ballad of '"Beau Brocade'' r 5 

That he wore he went to London-SpaWy 
And robbed Sir Munoo Mucklethraw. 

4 

Out-spokc*I )OLLY the Chambermaid, 

(Trembling a little, but not afraid,) 

• • 

“Stand and IVliver, O ‘Beau IIkocaj)!:‘!” 

But the Beau rode nearer, and would not speak, 

Vor he saw by the moonlight a rosy cheek ; 

And a spavined mare with a rusty hide : 

;Vnd a girl with her hand at her pocket-side. 

So never a -word he spoke as yet, 

For he thought ^twas a freak of Mko or Bet ; — 

A freak of the or the Rummer"^ set. 

Out-spoke Doi.ly the C^hamberniaid, 

(Treitulous now, and sore afraid,) 

Stand and Deliver, O ‘ Beau Brocade ’! ”— 



16 The Ballad of Beau Brocade!^ 


Firing then, out of sheer alarm, 

Hit the Beau in the bridle-arm. 

Button the first went none knows where. 

But it carried aw'ay his solitaire; 

Button the second a circuit made, 

(/lanced in under the shoulder blade;— 
Down from the saddle fell “Beau Brocade” 

I >oH n from the saddle and never stirred !— 

1 >OLLY grew white as a Windsor curd. 

Slipped not less from the mare, and bound 
Strips of her kirtle about his wound. 

t 

Then, lest his Worship should |ise and flee, 
Fettered his ankles—tenderly. 

Jumped on his chestnut, Bet the fleet 
(Called after Bet of Portugal Sired); 





'^fleif /iir cn 


The Ballad of ** Beau Brecadel^ 17 

f 

Cam« like the wind to the old Inn^oor;— 
Roused fat John frojn a three<foId snore;— 

Vowed sh'e’d ’peach if he misbehaved . . . 
Briefly, the ^'Plymottth Fly ” was saved 1 

Stattus v'd Windsor were all on fire:— 

Dolly was wed to a YorHlnre squire, 

Went to Town at the K—(»’s desire ’ 

But whether His M —J—sty saw her or not, 
Hoq^RTH jotted her down on the spot; 

And something of Dolly one still may trace 
In the fresh contours of his Milkmaid's^* face. 

G|0RG£ the Gua^ fled over the sea: 

John had a fit—of perplexity; 

Turned Kill’s evidence, sad to state:— 

'But John was never immaculate. 


c 



18 The Ballad of Beau Brocade.** 

As for the Bkau, he was duly tried, < 
When his wound was healed, at Whitsuntide; 

Served —for a day- as the of sights,*’ 

To the wor’''^ of Se. Jamcds-Street and “ White's 

fc *' 

Went on his way to '1 ’\burn Tree, 

With a pomp berittini; his high degree. 

Kvery privilt-ge rank (‘onfers : - 
Homiuet of j)inks at »SV. Sepulchris; 

Flagon of ale at Htdlmrti Bar . 

Friends (in mourning) to follow his Car— 
t ” is omitted where Heroes are!) 

‘Every one knows the speech he made; 

Swore that he ralh<T admired the Jade I 

Waved to the crowd ^ith his gold4aced hat: 
Talked to the C'haplain after that; 












The Ballad of Beau Brocade** 


Turned to the Topsman undismayed 
This was the finish of ** Beau Brocade ”' 

•i 

Ani this ts the BcUlad that seimed io huh 
In the /eaves of a dusty “ Ixinoom r’s (Iuide” , 

Humbly Inserted'' (with curls and tails) 

By the Author to Fri-oerick, Prince of Wax is 

^'Published by Francis and Oi ivi r Fine , 
Ludgate^Htlly at the Blackmoor Sign, 
Seventeen-Hundied-and-Thirty-Nine ’* 




hl'yn {'/ 


A GENTLEMAN OF THE OLD SCHOOl- 













Where, I foiget,—the house is gone; 

His Christian name, 1 think, was John,— 


His surname, leisure. 



24 A Gentleman of the Old School. 


Reynolds has painted him,—a face 
Filled with a fine, old-fashioned grace. 
Fresh-coloured, frank, with ne’er a trace 

Of trouble shaded; 

The eyes are blue, the hair is drest 
In plainest way,—one hand is prest? 
Deep in a flapped canary vest, 

With buds brocaded. 


He wears a brown old Brunswick coat, 
With silver buttons,—round his throat, 
A soft cravat;—in all you note 

An ^Ider fashion,— 

A strangeness, which, to us*who shine 
In shapely hats,—whose coats combine 
All harmonies of hue and line, 


Inspires compassion. 



A Gentleman of the Old SckooL 


2 


He lived so long ago, you see ! 

Men were untravelled then, but we, 
Like Ariel, post o’er land and sea 

• With careless parting; 



He found it quite enough for him ^ 
To smoke his pipe in ‘‘garden trim,” 
And watch, about the fish tank s brim, 
The swallows darting. 



26 A Gentletnan of tlu Old School. 


He liked the well-wheers creaking tongue,— 
He liked the thrush that stopped and sung,— 
He liked the drone of flies among 

I 

His netted pfcaches; 

He liked to watch the sunlight fall 

* 

Athwart his ivied orchard wall; 

Or pause to catch the cuckoo’s call 

Beyond the beec’hes. 


His were the times of Paint and Patch, 
And yet no Ranelagh could match 
The sober doves that round his thatch 
Spread tails aiul sidled : 
He liked their ruffling, puffed content,- 
For him their drowsy wheelings meant 
More than a Mall of Beaux that bent, 
Or Belles that bridled. 



A Gentlanan of the Old School. 

that, in truth, when life began 
He shunned the flutter of the fan ; 

He too had maybe “pinketl his man ” 
^n Beauty’s (jiiarrel : 





28 A Gentleman of the Old School 


. Yet still he loved the chase, and held « 
That no composer’s score excelled 



I'he merry horn, when Sweetlip swelled 
Its jovial riot; 












A Genileman of the Old School. 

Not that his ** meditating ” rose 
Beyond a sunny summer doze ; 

ih 

He ne\er troubled his repose 

V 

i 

With frnitless prying; 

i 

But held, as law for high and Jow, 

\\hat (fod withholds no man can know 
And smiled away in(}uiry so. 

Without repl)ing. 


We read—alas, how much we read 1 — 

'I'he jumbled strifes of creed and <Teed 
^\'ith endless controversies feed 

t 

Our groaning tables; 

t 

HLs books—and they sufficed him—were 
(\>tton*s “Montaigne,” “The Cl rave” of Blair, 
A “ Walton ”—much the w'orse for w^ear, 


And “-.'Ksop’s Fables.” 



A Gentleman of the Old School, 

One more,—“The Bible.” -^ot that he 
Had searched its page as dpep as we; 

No sophistries could make him see 

Its slender credit; 

It may be that he could not count 
The sires and sons to Jesse’s fount, — 

He liked the “Sermon on the Mount,”— 

And more, he read it. 


Once he had loved, but failed to wed, 

A red-cheeked lass who long was dead; 

His ways were far too slow, he said, 

» 

^ To quite forget her ; 

And still w'hen time had turned him gray, 
The earliest hawthorn buds in May 
Would find his lingering feet astray, 


Where first he met her. 



32 A Gentleman of the Old School 


**Jn Ccelo Quies** heads the stone 
On leisure’s grave,—now little known, 
A tangle of wild-rose has grown 
So thick across it; 



The Benefactions ” still declare 
He left the clerk an elbow-chair, 
And “ 12 Pence Yearly to Prepare 
A Christinas Posset” 





A Gentleman a/ the Olti School. 

Lie^oftly, leisure.' Doubtless you. 

With too serene a c'onscience drew 
Your eas}' breath, and slunibert^d through 

Thl; grav^jst issue : 

I|pt wo, to whom our age alfows 
Scarc'e !^^)aoe to \vti)e f)ur weary brows, 
Look down u}K>ti your narrow' liouse, 


Old friend, and miss you I 




A 


GENT1.EW0MAN OK I'HE 


OLD SCHOOL. 












CenHfw9*\5n of tfw* Old Srhoof^ 


HK lived in Oeorgian era too. 
i Most women then, if hards l>e 


tnie, 


Suceuinl>ed to Routs and C'arcLs, or grew 


, Devout and acid. 


But hers tras ndther fate. She came 
Of good west-country folk, whose fame 
Has faded now. For us her name 
Is ** Madam Placid.” 



38 A Gentlewoman of tlu Old School, 

Patience or Prudence,—what you will, * 
Some prefix faintly fragrant still 

As those old muskv scents that fill 

* « 

f)ur gran dams' pillows 
And for her youthful portray take 
Some long-waist child of Hudson’s ipakc, 
Stiffly at ease beside a lake 

With swans and willows. 


I keep her later semblance placed 
Beside my desk, --’tis lawned and laced, 

In shadowy sanguine stipple traced 

« 

By Bartolozzi: 

A pku id face, in which surprise 
Is seldom seen, but yet there lies 
Some vestige of the laughing eyes 


Of arch Pioxzi. 



A GmtUwoman of the Old School. 39 

•I'or her e cn Time grew debonair. 

He, finding t heeks unt'kiimed of eaiv, 

With late-delaved faint roses there, 

And* lingering dimples, 

Had spar<^l 10 toiieh the fair old fa«'e, 

Aijd only kisse<l with Vauxhall gra<'e 
The soft white hand that stroked her lace. 

Or smooilied her wimples. 


So left her beautiful. IJer age 
Was «;omely as her youth was sage, 
And yet she onee had been the rag*-; 

It hath be<-n hinted, 
Indeed, affirmed l)y <ine or two, 

Some sfKirk at Hath (as sparks will <fo) 
Inscribed a song to I /ively Prue,’’ 


Which Urban printed. 



40 A Gentlewoman of the Old School. 


1 know she thought: I know she felt; • 

lVr<han<t could sum, 1 doubt she spelt; 

She know as little of the ("fit 

« 

As of *he Saion , 

1 know she i>la)td and sang, for \et 
We kc‘cp the tumhlt-down spinet 
To which she* c|ua\en‘d hnllads sc't 

B\ \rm. or Jac kson. 


Her tastes were not refined as cmis , 

She liked plain food and home!) flowers, 
Refused to ixnnt, kept earl) hours, 

\\*ent t lad demurely . 

Her art was sampler-work design, 
hireworksi lor her w^re ‘•vastly hue,"’ 

Her luxurv was elder-wine,— 

She loved that “purely.” 










A Gmiletij^oman of ihe Old School. 41 

t* 

She was renowned, traditions say, 

For June conserves, for curds and whey, 

For finest teh (she called it tay 
*And wtafia; 

She knew, for s[irains, what bands to choose, 
Coufo tell the sovereign wash to nsc 
For freckles, and was learned in brew’s 
As erst Medea 


Yet studied little. She would read, 

On Sundays, “ Fcarson on the (.'reed/' 
Though, os 1 think, she could not heed 
His text ]>rofoundi> . 
S«!etng she chose for her retreat 
'Fhe warm west-looking window-seat, 
Where, if you chanced to raise your feet 
You slumbered soundly. 



42 A GenileiLfoman of ike Old SehooL 


'trills, *twixt ourselves The dear old damev 
In truth, not so much to blame x 
The excellent divine 1 name 

Is s< cirtely stirrirtg , 

Her plain-song piet> preferred ^ 

Pure lift to prc< ept If she erred. 

She knew her faults Her softest word 

Was lor the emng 


If she hail lo\id, c>i if she kipt 
Some ancient mtnior> gret*n, oi uept 
Over tht shoulder knot that slept 

W ithin her cuff-bo\, 

• • 

I kno\^ not Only this 1 knou. 

At sixty-five she’d still her beau, 

A lean French exile, lame and sIo«% 


With monstrous snuflT-hox 

























^ GmtUmmm ^fth$ OU SeAe0l 43 

I 

Ydottg^ than dbe, w^l-bom and bredL 

j 

She'd found him in St. Qiies*, half dead 

Ofjteaching French for nightly bed 

<• 

And daily dinners; 

Starving, jn fact, ’twixt* want and pride; 

so, henceforth, you always spied 
His rusty “pigeon-wings” besjide 

Her Mechlin pinners. 


He worsliipped her, you may suppose. 

She gained him pupils, gave him clothes, 

Delighted in his dry bon-mots 

» 

(And cackling laughter ; 
And when, at last, the long duet 
Of conversation and picquet 
Ceased with her death, of sheer regret 
He died soon after* 



44 A Gentlemaman of the Old Sdkotd^ 


Dear Madam Placid! Others knew 
Your worth as well as he, and threw 
Their flowers upon your coflin too, 

1 take/or grahted. 

Their loi es arc lost, but still we see 

r 

\ 

Your kind and gracious memory 
Bloom )earl) with the almond tree 

'1 hr‘ Vrenif hman planted. 



f 


• 


4 




I- • 




i4!f CS(inm<f 




A DEAD LETPER. 













} 


An old, old letter, folded ^tiJJ' 
To read with due (omfKV>ure, s 
1 {{ought the sun-la i^tndovi sill, 
Above the gray enclosure, 



48 


A Dead Letter. 


That glimmering in the sultry haze. 
Faint-flowered, dimly shaded, 

Sluml)ered like (Goldsmith’s Madam Blaize^^ 
Bedizened and ^rocadad. 

A (lueer old place ! You’d surelf say 
Some tea-board garden-maker 

Had planned it in Diitcli William’s day 
'I’o please some florist (Quaker, 

So trim it was. 'I’he yew-trees still, 

With pious care perverted, 

(Grew in the same grim shapes : and still 
'I’hc lipless dolphin s}>urted ; 

Still in his wonted state abode 
’Fhe broken-nosed Apollo; 

And still the cypress-arbour showed 
The same umbrageous hollow. 



A Dead Letter. 


49 


Oi^y,—as fresh young Beauty gleams 
From coffee-coloured laces,— 

So pee|)ed from its old-fashioned dreams 
The fresher fno<Jen\ traces ; 

For idle mallet, hoop, and ball 
Upon the lawn were lying ; 

A m<igazine, a tumbled shawl, 

Round which the swifts were flying; 

And tossed beside the (luelder rose, 

A heap of rainbow knitting, 

Where, blinking in her pleased repose, 

A Persian cat mms sitting. 

“A place to love in, live, - for aye, 

If we too, like 'rithonus, 

Could And some isod to .stretch the gray. 
Scant life the Fates have thrown us; 

i: 
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A D<iad Leifer. 


“ But noM b) steam we run our race,^ 
ith buttoned heart and potktt, 
Our Ix)\* \ a gilded, suqjlus grate,— 
fust like an enjptv locket ’ 

“ ‘ I he time IS out oi joint ’ \\ ho will, 
Ma) strive to make it better 
] (>i m<, tins warm old window sil), 

And this old diistv letter” 


II 

“‘IKar yo/ifi (tilt IctUi ran), it lant, tan’t be, 

c 

hor 1 alher gone to CAorlry I^att with Sam^ 
.Vnd Mother s storing Apples, Prtte and Me 
Up to our Klbows making Damson Jam 
But wt shall meet before a Week i& gone, — 
"Tis a long Dine that has no rjirntitg,’ 





A Dmd iMter. 


“ Only ^11 Sunday ne\t, and then you ^11 Wiiit 
Behind the White-lliorn, by the broken Stile 
We can go round and catch them at the (late, 
All to Ourselves,for neafly one long Mile , 
Deais/V«^ won’t look, and Father he ‘11 go on, 

t 

And *Saw’r*two Eyes arc all for CVov, yohn ' 


'‘'‘yokn^ she’s so smart, ^^lth e\c*ry Ribbon new, 
Flame-toloured Sack, and Oimson Padesoj 
As proud as proud, and has the \\i|)oiirs loo, 

Just like M> l^dy , -calls poor Sam a Bo\, 

And vows no Sweet-heart’s woith the I hinking on 
Till he’s past Thirty T know' better, yohn ' 


My Dear, 1 don’t think that I thought ot mut h 
Before we knew each other, 1 and you, " • 

r 

And now, why, yohn^ your Insist, leatx !*inger touch, 
* (liv^ me enough to think a Summer through. 
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A Dead Letter. 


See, for I send you Something I There, 'tis gpne 
Look in this corner,—mind you find it, 


Ml. 

'J'his was the matter of the note. - 
A long-forgot deposit, 

Dropped in an Indian dragon’s tlvoat, 

Deep in a fragrant closet, 

Piled with a dap})er Dresden world, ■ 

Heaux, beauties, prayers, and poses,- 
Bon/es with scpiat legs undercurled, 

And great jars filled with roses. 

Ah, heart that wrote I .\h, lips that kissed ! 

You had no thought or presage 
Into what keeping you dismi.ssed 
Your simple old-world message! 



A Dead Letter. 
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A revtyent one. 'rhough we to-day 
Distrust beliefs and powers, 

The artless, ageless things you say 

Are fresh as May’s oM'n flowers, 

• • 

Starrtng some pure primeval spring, 

Ere Gold had grown despotic, 

Ere Lif<a was yet a selfish thing, 

Or Ix)ve a mere exotic ! 

I need not search too much to find 
Whose lot it was to send it, 

That feel upon me yet the kind. 

Soft hand of her who ])enned it; 

And see, through two score years of smoke, 
In by-gone, quaint apparel, 

Shine from yon time-black Norway oak 
The face of Patience C'aryl, • 
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A Dead Letter. 


I’hc pale, smooth forehead, silver-tressed; 

I 

. I’he f{ray gown, primly flowered ; 

1’he spotless, stately t'oif whose crest 
Like Hector’s horse-plume powered ; 

And still the sweet halt-solemn look 
Where some past thought was clinging, 

As when one shuts a serious book * 

"l‘o hear the thrushes singing. 

1 kneel to you I Of those you Nvere, 
Whose kind old hearts grow mellow, - - 

Whose fair old faces grow more fair 
As Point and Flanders yellow ; 

I 

Whom some old store of garnered grief, 
'I'heir placid temples shading, 

Crowns like a wreath of autumn leaf 
With tender tints of fading. 



A Dead Letter. 


55 


Peace to your soul! Vou died unwed 
DesiMte this loving letter. 

And what of John ? ^Ihc less that s said 
Of John, 1,think, the better. 





THE OLD SEDAN CHAIR. 













“ IV/tai 's not des/n^'d by Time's devourhtfr Hami f 
, Whetv *s Troy^ tmd where the Mny-Pok in the Strand": ' 

Bramston’s “Art ok JVnjTfcKs,’’ 

fcIT in tin? stable*yarcl, under the eaves. 

Propped up ty a broom-stick and covered with 
leaves: •• 

■x 

It dihce was the pride of the ^y and the fair, 

Bui how *tm a ruin,- ““that old Sedan chair I 




6o The Old Sedan Chair. 

ji 

It ts batttred and tatterc’d, it httie avdity 

That once it \\as lacquered, and ^stene^ i^ith nails; 

for its leather is cra< ked into lozenge and square, 

« 

I ikc a ( invas l)v \\ ilkit, that olc| Sedan rhair ’ 


Ste, here t imt iht U .iring strajis here Dsere ike 
holts 

lor the jioles ot die be.irtis \ihtn onie there were 
poles, 

It was cushiontd with silk, it was wadded with hatr. 

As tht birds hut disc overtd, that old Stnlan chair ’ 


“ \\ here’s Frov ? savs tht?|)oet ’ I<ook,—under the 

t " 

seat. 

Is a nest with four eggs, tis the favoured retread 
Of the Muscovv hen, who has hatched^ I dare fweafy 
Quite an arm) of chicks m that old Sedan chai^r I 







Tfe Old Sedan Chair, 


6i 


A|id you Ihncy a f;|ce in the frame 

Of the window, - -some high>headed dimscl or dame, 
Be>patched and be-powdered, just set by the stair. 
While they tais^ up^the lid of that old Sedan t'hair? 

w 

Can't you filncy Sir Plume, as beside her he sUinds, 

With his ruffles a-droop on his delicate hands, 

* ^ 

With his cinnamon coat, with his laced sOliLiirc, 

As he lifts her out light from that old Sedan chair? 


Then it swings away slowly. Ah, many a league 
It has trotted 'tinixt sturdy-legged Terence and 'league. 
Stout fellows! but prone, on a tjucstion of fans 
Tb brandish the poles of that old Sedan c hair' 


It has waited by portals «here (Tarrick has plaved . 
It has waited by Hdd^^ePs ** (irand MnsqOerade; 
fdr my Lady Codiile, for my* Lady Bl IKur, 

Has waited—and waited, that old Sedan chair' 
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'rhe Old Sedan Chair. 


Oh, the sirancials it knoivs I Oh, the tales it could tell 
Of Drum an<l Kidotto, of Rake and of Belle,-- 
()f Cock-fight and Cevee, and (scarcely more rare!) ‘ 
Of Fete-days at Tyhurn, tl^at old ijedan chair I 


“ Hen / quantum mutata^'^ I say as 1 go. 

It deserves better fate than a stable-yard, though ! 

We must furbish it up, and dispatch it, --i‘ With Care,’^— 
'I'o a Fine-Art Museum -that old Sedan <‘hair! 



THK lADIES OK S'F. JAMESES. 







P^yiitda amo anU aha^" 

V]R(. 

E ladies of St. James’s 
Go swinging to the play , 
Their footmen run before them, 

With a “Stand by ^ Clear the way ’ ” 
But Thylhda* my PhyUida ’ 

She takes her buckled shoon, 

When we go out a-courting 

T* 

Beneath the harvest moon. 



The Ladies of SL Jameis. 


The ladie^of St. James’s 
Wear satin on their backs ; 
They sit all night at OmbrCy 
With candies all of wax; 
But PhyUida, my Phyllida \ 
She dons her russet gown^ 
And runs to gather May dew 
Before the world is down. 


I'he ladies of St. James’s! 

I'hey are so hne and fair. 

You’d think a box of essences 
Was brokSn in the air: 

But Phyllida, my Phyllida I 
The breath of heath and furse. 
When breezes blow at moming. 
Is not so fresh as hers. 






The Ladies &/SL Jameis. 67 

The ladies of St James's! 

They Ve painted to the eyes ; 

Their white it stays for ever, 

Their»red it never dies: 

But Ph^lida, my piiylHda! 

Her colour comes and goes; 

It trembles to a lily,— 

It* wavers to a rose. 


The ladies of St. James’s! 

You scarce can understand 
The half of all thdr speeches, 

t 

Their phrases are so grand: 
But Phyllida, my Phyllida! 

Her shy and .simple words 
Are clear as after rain-^drops 
The music of the birds. 
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r ^ 


The Ladies of St, Jameses, 


The ladies of*St. Jameses ! 

^ They have their fits and freaks; 
They smile on you—for seconds, 
'rhey frown op you—rfbr weeks: 
Hut PhyllidA, my piiyllida! 

('ome either storm or shine, 
From Shrove-tide unto Shrove-tide, 
Is always true—and minei 


My Phyllida ! my Phyllida! 

I care not though they heap 
The hearts of all St. James’s, 
And give me all to keep ; 

I care not whose the beauties 
Of all the world may 6e, 

For Phyllida—for Phyllida 
Is all the w^orld to me! 



MOLLY TREFUSIS. 










he wrote, the oUl hard of an “old 


magazine: ” 

As a study it not without use is, 

If we wonder a moment who she may have heen, 

This same “little Molly 'IVefusis 

She was Cornish* We know that at once by the “IVe; ’ 
Then of guessing it scarce an abuse is 
4r we say that where Bude bellows back to the sea 



* Was the birthplace of Molly Trefusis. 
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Molly Tre/nsisn 


And she lived in the era^ of patches and bows, 

* 

Not knowing what rouge or ceruse is; 

For they needed (1 trust) but her natural rose, 

The lilies of Molly Trefusis. 

And I somehow ('ontiecl her (I frankly admit 
That the evidence hard to produce is) 

With Ba'i n in its hey-day of Fashion and Wit,— 
1'his dangerous Molly Trefusis. 

I fancy her, radiant in ribbon and knot, 

(How charming that old-fashioned puce is!) 

All blooming in laces, fal-lals and what not, 

At the Pump Room,- Miss Molly Trefusis. 

» 

I fancy her reigning, a Beauty, -a Toast, 

Where Bladup’s medicinal cruse is; 

And we know that at least of one Bard it could boaat,- 


The Court of Queen Molly Trefusis. 


















Molly Trefmis. 
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He says she vif^a ** Venus.’* I doubt it. Beside, 
(Your rhymer so hopelessly loose is!) 

His ** little ” could scarce be to Venus applied, 

If fitly to Molly Xrefusis.^ 

No, no. Itfwas Hebe he had in his mind; 

And fresh as the handmaid of Zeus is, 

m 

And rosy, and ipunded, and dimpled,—you ’ll find,— 
Was certainly Molly Trefusis! 

Then he cam her “a Muse.” To the charge 1 reply 

_ ^ 

That we all of us know what a Muse is; 

It is something too awful,—too acid,—-too dry,— 

For sunny-eyed Molly IVefusis. 

But ** a Grace.” There I grant he was probably right 

I 

(The rest but a verse-making ruse is) * 

It was all that was graceful,—intangible,- -light, 


• The beauty of Molly Trefusis 1 
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Molly Tre/usis, 


Was she wooed? Whojcan hesitate much about that 

u 

Assuredly more than obtuse is; 

For how could the poet have written so pat 
“ My dear little Molly Trefusis ! ” 

And was wed ? I'hat I think we must plaMy infer, 
Since of suitors the common excuse is 
'Fo take to them Wives. So it happet)f^ to her, 

Of course,—“little Moll> Trefusis 

Totholiard? Tis unlikely. Apollo, you see, 

In pra<’tical matters a goose is- 
Twas a knight of the shire, and a hunting J.F., 

Who carried off Molly lYefusis! 

And you *11 find, I conclude, in the '^^kntimafls Mag,^ 
At the end, where the pick of the news is, 

“ On the (blank), at * the Bath^ to Sr Hilary Braggs 
With a Fertunty Miss Molly Trefusis.** 






Motty Tr^mis. 
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Theteoyioii.. But no farther the student may pr}: 
ljo4e*s temple is dark as Elcusis; 
here, at the threshold, we part, you and I, 

From ‘‘•dear little Molly Trefusis ” 





A CHAPTER OK FROIKSART. 



















(uR VNliPAPA I OgCn UR ) 

'OU don’t know Froissart no^, >oung folks, 
This age, I think, prefers rec itals 
• Of high-'^tced enme, with “ slang ” for jokes, 

And startling titles, 


But, m tny time, whhn still some few 
Loved “old Montaigne,” and praised Pope’s*Ar<7///r/ 
4Nay» thought to style him “poet ’ too, 

Were scarce misnomer), 
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A Chapter of Froissart. 


Sir John was less ignored. Indeed, 


I can re-call how Some-one present ' 

(Who spoils her grandson, Frank !) would read, 

And find him pleasant; 


For,—by this copy,—hangs‘a Taltv 

lx)ng since, in an old house in Surrey, 

Where men knew more of “morning ale^' 

« 

'J'han “ Lindley Murray,” 

In a dim-lighted, whip-hung hall, 

*Neath Hogarth’s “ Midnight Conversation, 
It stood ; and oft ’twixt spring and fall, 

With hind elation, 

I turned the brown old leaves. For there 
All through one hopeful happy summer, 

At such a page (I well knew where), 

Some secret comer. 



A Chq^ter of Froissart, 

■* 

Wbom 1 can picture, Trix, like you 
(Though scarcely such a colt unbroken). 
Would sometimes place for private view 

A certain token ;— 

A rose-leaf meaning “Garden Wall/' 

An ivy-leaf for “ Orchard corner,” 

A thorn to*say, “ Don’t come at all/’. 

Unwelcome warner! 

Not that, in truth, our friends gainsaid ; 

^ But then Romance required dissembling, 
(Ann RadclifiTe taught us that!) which bred 

Soma genuine trembling ; 

Though, as a rule, all used to end * 

In such kind confidential parlc} 

As may to you kind Fortune send, 


You long-legged Charlie, 
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A Chapter of Froissart. 


When your time comes. Hovr years on I 
We had our crosses like our betters; 

Fate sQmethnes looked askance upon 

Thokc florarietters; 

And once, for three long days disdained, 

The dust upon the folio settled; 

For some-one, in the right, was pained, 

And some-one nettled, 

'Fhat sure was in the wrong, but spake 
Of fixed intent and purpose stony 
To serve King George, enlist and make 

Minred-meat of “ Boney,” 

t 

Who yet survived—ten years at least 
And so, when she 1 mean came hither 
One day that need for letters ceased. 

She brought dus with her* 











A CfmpUr of FromaiH^ 

Sere is the leaf'etained* Chapter 
Tfi€ En^sh King laid Sugt to Calais ; 
I thipk Gran, knows it even now,— 

Go her, Alice. 




NOT KS. 




NOTES. 


iCoTE I, PaOE 7. 

• 9 . 

^'Ensign {of Brach’s) matUt a temhk clangour'' 

Despite its sujipicious appropriateness in this case, ** Itragg’s ” 
regiment of Foin-CIuards really existed, ami was ordered lo 
Flankers in April, 1742 (see Gentleman*s Afagazme^ 1742| i. 217)> 

• 

Note 2, PACiE 9, 

“ Por i o-Beli.0 at last 7 vas ia\n." 

Porto-Bello wa.s taken in NovemlMjr, 1739. Bui Vice-Admiral 
Vernon’s dctpalches did not reach England until the fidlowing 
March (sec Gentleman s Magazine for 174O, i. 124, et sctf,). 


Note 3, Pa<;e 17. 

/« ike fresh contours of his * Milkmaid ^' face.** 

See Mogarlli's Enretg^ Musician^ an engraving of which was 
]>ukUshcd in NovcMnlK:r of the following year (1741). To 
annotate this Ballad more fully would lx; easy; hut the reader 
•will peihaps take the details for granted. In answer to home 
o^ttiries, it may, however, he stated that there is no foundation 
hi £auct for the story. 
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Notes. 


Noi’e 4, Page 6i. 

“ 7o hraftdisk the poles of ihai old Sedan Chair! ” 

A friendly critic, whose versatile pen if^is not easy to mistake, 
recalls, a-ptopos of ,»he * aljove, the following passage from 
Mol li re, which shows that Chairmen .'*re much the same all 
the world over :— 

“ I I'nrleur fprenant un ilcs batons dc sa chaise). O), /ajvs 
noui ritement! 

Mu'.carille. Quoi? 

I Torteur. Je dis qne je reiux ax'oir de I'arf^nt tout h Vheure. 

M ascarilU*. // est raisouna/de, celui-lhf etc. 

/./•*’ Pmieuses Ridicules^ Sc. vii. 


Note 5, 1*a<;e 71. 

Moi.i.Y Trefusis. 

The epigram here quoted from '*an old magazine" is to lie 
found in the late Lord Neaves's admirable little volume. The 
Greek Anthology (Blackwood's Afuieni Classics for English 
Readers), Those familiar with eighteenth-century literature 
will recognize in the verses that foU<*w but another echo of 
those lively stanzas of John Gay to “Molly Mogg of 

¥ 

Rose,'’ which found so many imitators in his own day. 



Notes. 
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Whether my heroine is to identified with a certain “ Miss 
Trefusis” whose poems are sometimes to be fimnd in the 
second-hand Ijookscllers’ caulogwcs, I know not. But if she 
is I*trust 1 have dtme her accomplished shade no wrong. 





ciiliiwiCK rKKHS <:haki KS n'Mi rns-<.i<AM am> co., 
TOOKS COl’RT, t HANCfcRV I.ANI'. 









